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JAPAN’S INLAND SEA AS IT MAY LOOK ON CHRISTMAS EVE. 


(This photograph was taken by Bishop Foley on his way to the United States from the Philippine Islands.) 
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A blessed and peaceful Christ- 
mas to our readers! 


How we wish that we could feel 
it would be such for our many 
friends in war-swept Europe and 
for our hard-pressed missioners! 
Yet who knows? God has His 
own way of soothing hearts and 
the hush of the midnight cave 
may extend at Christmas to places 
where anxiety and terror now 
agitate men. 


Grateful indeed should we Cath- 
olics of the United States be for 
the peace of Christ that is ours. 
And a good way to keep it is to 
extend it. 

Peace on earth—this is the mes- 
sage which the angels announced 
at Bethlehem; this, too, is the 
message which the sons of Mary- 
knoll would bring afar. And you 
are helping to prepare them for 
the task. 


But what a task! To speak to 
pagans in the East of the peaceful 
Jesus, when so many Christians 
are at war with one another in the 
West! To insist upon truth, one 
and indivisible, when hundreds of 
preachers are teaching a divided 
Christ! 

Fools are the sons of Maryknoll, 
to make the attempt, yet of such is 
the Kingdom of Heaven. The 
followers of Christ were always 
fools, according to the standards 
of the world. Let us be glad that 
in these days we can find some 
who are willing to be fools for 
Christ’s sake and who will bring 
the Babe of Bethlehem to shed the 
radiance of His divine coun- 
tenance on the dark places of the 
earth. 


Our missioner-readers —and 
they are many—will receive a be- 
lated Christmas greeting, and we 
add to it now the hope and the 
prayer that, in spite of gloomy 
threatenings of diminished funds, 
lost comrades, and other mis- 
fortunes, the year 1916 will tell 


the story of satisfactory progress 
and many consolations. 
* * 

\ E had hardly finished sound- 

ing a few minor chords on the 
lack of editorial space given to 
Catholic foreign missions, when 
two papers arrived, one from tiie 
Middle West, the other from Can- 
ada, containing very stimulating 
editorials on Maryknoll and THE 
FieLp AFAR, respectively. Both 
notices were, quite spontaneous 
and it is needless to say that for 
both we were extremely grateful. 

The Catholic Record, of Lon- 
don, Ontario, gave the greater 
portion of a column to an editorial 
headed The Field Afar, and ended 
with these words: 

We call attention to Tue Fietp 
Arar, knowing that many will be glad 
to get into closer touch with the noble 
work in whose interest it is published. 
Great was the task of reconstruction 
in home lands, and vast the field 
opened up by the colonizing of Eng- 
lish-speaking countries; but the time 
has come when the foreign missions 
must claim a large share of interest 
and support from English-speaking 
Catholics. THE Frietp AFAR is sow- 
ing the good seed and we heartily 
recommend it to our readers. 

The Record has been making 
persistent efforts to arouse in 
Canada a love for foreign mis- 
sions, and we know it will keep 
up this important work. Already 
results have been obtained, as Fr. 
Fraser, a Canadian now in China, 
will gladly testify. 

Ya Ys 
E have not yet learned the 
name of the Western Watch- 
man’s new editor, but we find a 
friendly hand in this inspiring edi- 
torial, which appeared in a recent 
issue under the title Looking 

Across the Waters: 

The late decree of praise and provi- 
sional approbation issued by the Holy 
See in favor of the new Foreign Mis- 
sion Seminary at Maryknoll, New 


‘York, strikes the hour of a larger life 


for the Church in America. It em- 
phasizes the fact that Catholic 
America, now that she is attaining her 
majority, turns toward the Mother 
and Mistress of all churches and 
filially asks to be let help in comply- 
ing with the divine mandate to preach 
the Gospel to the ends of the earth. 
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If ever a nation seemed providentially 
prepared for the sending out of vast 
armies of priests and Sisters to the 
heathen, it is our own home land. 
The blending of nationalities here, the 
pioneering trait in American character, 
our superb parochial school system, 
our utter freedom from governmental 
restraint are among the factors which 
will make for that end. Once the 
1,500,000 children in our schools are 
leavened with the missionary spirit, 
a crop of vocations will spring up suf- 
ficient for all home needs even after 
the choicest phalanxes have taken serv- 
ice in foreign parts. 

Seventeen years ago saw the be- 
ginning in Boston of the systematic 
cultivation of that form of Catholic 
zeal which burns bright with the flame 
of primitive Christianity. The na- 
tion’s metropolis next took¢up the 
work; soon after Philadelphia and 
Pittsburgh joined in; then in the Mid- 
dle West St. Louis caught up the torch 
to hold aloft to the people of that more 
than an empire stretch of territory 
drained by the Father of Waters. And 
if the examples of rarest devotion be- 
gotten among us by the mission move- 
ment still in its infancy, are any index 
of the future, we can safely predict 
that the nineteenth century achieve- 
ments of France, which are writ so 
gloriously in the annals of the Church 
in fields afar, will appear but ordinary 
alongside the twentieth century mis- 
sion deeds of the Church in America. 

k & 


DO YOU KNOW THIS BOOK? 


Years ago, a boy named William 
Judge got work in a planing-mill in 
Baltimore, and during the ten years he 
spent there, he learned a great deal 
about mill-work and building. But 
while he was busy doing this, he had 
thoughts of another calling. Perhaps 
they came to him at his work, and 
when he had leisure, he reflected upon 
them. After he grew to manhood, he 
wrote to one of his brothers: “J do 
not know any better time or place for 
serious reflection than Saturday eve- 
ning in church. There, in the stillness 
of the night, by the dim light of the 
sanctuary lamp, we see our intentions, 
as well as the pride and ambition of the 
world, much more clearly than at any 
other time.” 

The way made known to William 
Judge led to the Jesuit novitiate and 
in due time the boy from the planing- 
mill became the Rev. William H. 
Judge, S.J. “ May God grant me grace 
and strength to do and suffer some- 
thing for His glory,” was the prayer 
of the young priest, and it. was an- 
swered. He worked and suffered and 
died as an American missionary.— 
The Pittsburgh Catholic. 

Read: An American Missionary, the 
Story of Fr. Judge in Alaska. 











“And she brought forth her first-born son and wrapped him up in 
swaddling clothes and laid him in a manger.”—St. Luke II. 7. 





Maryknoll Auxiliary. 


(Catholic Women's Auxiliary for Foreign 
Missions.) 


HE Maryknoll Auxiliary of 
New York City, which has 
been quietly but effectively 
awakening interest in our Sem- 
inary among Catholic women of 
the Metropolis, has finished its 
meetings (four in all) for the 
autumn but will resume them 
when Lent comes round. 

This auxiliary is made up of 
active and associate members. 
The active members are limited to 
circles of twenty-five or less, who 
meet about ten times during the 
year. They aim to cultivate in 
themselves and others a knowledge 
of Catholic foreign missions, to 
pray for the cause, and to provide 
for the special needs of Mary- 
knoll students during their course 
as well as later on when they de- 
part for the field of labor assigned 
to them. 

Any readers who are interested, 
are invited to write to the Presi- 
dent, Mrs. Van Brugh Livingston, 
701 Madison Ave., New York 
City, or to the Secretary, Mrs. H. 
W. Taft, 36 West 48th St., New 
York City. 


Field Afar Tales, our latest book, is 
practically a second volume of Stories 
from The Field Afar. It is made up 
of short stories, each complete, bear- 
ing on the foreign mission idea. 











On the Silent Field Afar. 


{Six Redemptorist Fathers recently left 
Esopus, N. Y., to labor in Porto Rico. 
Their departure inspired the follow- 
ing lines, written by one of the Re- 
demptorist students and sent to Mary- 
knoll by Fr. Kenzel, the well-known 
author of Pilate’s Daughter.] 


Dream they did, mayhap, in boyhood 
Of a hero’s deathless fame, 

Won amid the din of battle 

And the cannon’s flashing flame: 
But their spirit voiced a calling 

To the Master’s holy war, 

And they joined His struggling sol- 


diers 
On the silent Field Afar. 


They hear not the blare of trumpets 
And the shouts of cheering men, 

Not to them the laurelled poet 
Lends the power of his pen: 

They can show no captured standards, 
Theirs not e’en a battle-scar; 

But the angels know their valor 

On the silent Field Afar. 


Ceaseless toil their daily portion 

On that arid, barren field, 

Burning woe the only harvest 

That their labors seem to yield: 

But they let no moan escape them, 
For the Master’s work ’twould mar; 
So they struggle, smiling gaily, 

On the silent Field Afar. 


God alone can know the anguish 
Of their lonely, exiled years, 

As alone He knows the harvest 
Watered by their secret tears: 
But they show no fear, nor falter, 
For God’s noblest heroes are 

They who for His glory battle 

On the silent Field Afar. 


—John Melvin, C.SS.R. 
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Note in Passing. 

“| ARYKNOLL dis- 
covered recently that 
1 one of the poorest 
parishes in this 
country is called 
Walsh. We hope 
the pastor is a good 

beggar. 


Why not make this Christmas gift 
last until the next? Give your friend 
a subscription to The Field Afar. 


The Tidings, of Los Angeles, 
gave a column recently to foreign 
missions, emphasizing the neces- 
sity of preparing in this country 
for ‘work that must be done if 
the Church’s efforts are not to be 
ineffectual.” 


We are pained to learn that the 
good Countess Ledochowski, 
foundress and present directress 
of the St. Peter Claver Sodality, 
has been forced to leave Rome 
and retire to Switzerland. We 
hope that her work will not suffer 
by her: absence and that she will 
soon be able to return. 


Several among our readers were 
interested enough to trace the 
journey of Bertin Ashness, our 
Eurasian student, from his home 
in Malacca to Maryknoll. An- 
swers came from: 

So. Pasadena, Cal.; Quincy, IIl.; 
Brooklyn, N. Y.; Boston, Mass., (2); 
Fitchburg, Mass.; Plainfield, N. J.; 
Rochester, N. Y.; Weymouth, Mass. ; 
Ellenora, Ohio; New York City, (2); 
Hamilton, Bermuda, (16); Lexington, 
Mass. 


Nothing rejoices the heart of 
those who are interested in prop- 
agating the mission spirit, more 
than the activity of seminaries and 
novitiates. We know of several 
seminaries in which the mission 
spirit is being cultivated with ex- 
cellent results and‘ we shall be 
thankful to learn of others, be- 
cause we wish to place all ‘on our 
list.’ 

We added, a short time ago, the 
Gaspar Foreign Mission Society 
of the seminary conducted by the 


Congregation of the Precious 
Blood at Carthagena, Ohio. Of 
this Academia the Rev. Modera- 
tor writes that it includes as mem- 
bers all the seminarians, forty-four 
in number. 


Do our readers know that the 
National Education Association 
offers occasionally a prize of one 
thousand dollars for an essay? 

The subject of last year’s essay 
was “ The Essential Place of Re- 
ligion in Education, with an Out- 
line of a Plan for Introducing Re- 
ligious Teaching into the Public 
Schools.” Among the judges was 
a professor of the Catholic Uni- 
versity. The prize went to a man 
in California, but we were pleased 
to note in the list of four who re- 
ceived special mention, the name 
of one of THE Fretp Arar’s best 
friends in Wilkes-Barre, Pa. 

And now comes an opportunity 
for adults and for school-children 
to secure prizes on the subject of 
“ Thrift.” Any adult seems eli- 
gible, but so far as we can discern, 
the privilege of competing is not 
extended to private, including 
parochial, schools. The more’s 
the pity. 


Field Afar Tales is a very attractive 
book and for only sixty cents it will 
be sent to any address. 


Writing to his priests on the 
death of their confrére, Bishop 
Linneborn, of Dacca, India, Fr. 
Francais, Superior-General of the 
Congregation of the Holy Cross, 
gives ample evidence of his own 
love for the missions and adds 
these striking words: 

The spirit of sacrifice not only takes 
no pleasure in what is sought after by 
the world, but is ill at ease, and as if 
exiled, in the material enjoyment of 
an easy life in which everything comes 
to us abundantly, superabundantly, 
without costing us anything more than 
the ordinary, trifling difficulties com- 
mon to all mankind. The spirit of 
sacrifice was, always and everywhere, 
the spirit of Our Lord. He it is Who 
impels us to wish to suffer with Him 
and for the same supreme purpose, the 
glory of God, His Divine Father, and 
the eternal salvation of poor souls. 

This spirit is the purest and most 


vivid flower of Christianity. Where 
it is non-existent, there is no trace of 
Christianity. Where it is hampered 
and restrained by egoism, there is only 
a half-measure of Christianity. Where 
it dwells in its plenitude, there is full- 
ness of Christianity, which means full- 
ness of life, of power, of charity, of 
supernatural life, heavenly life, life 
in God. 


A book is always an acceptable pres- 
ent and those that come from Mary- 
knoll are always presentable. Nor do 
they cost much. 


It is encouraging for friends of 
our young Seminary to witness 
the progress of similar enterprises 
in other countries, and our readers 
will take a special interest in the 
following letter, written to us by 
Monsignor Merkes, Vicar-General 
of Madras, India, shortly before 
he left Holland to return to his 
mission: 

A few months ago the mission-house 
at Roosendaal celebrated its silver 
jubilee. Under the _ circumstances, 
while war was reigning supreme in 
Europe, it would not have been proper 
to have outward festivities. But the 
day was all the more remembered in 
our prayers and grateful hearts. 

Certainly there is abundant reason 
for gratitude to God, Who has visibly 
blessed this foreign mission college. 
Its magnificent pile of buildings is a 
worthy monument to the apostolic zeal 
of little Holland, which has contrib- 
uted all the required funds with un- 
tiring generosity. Its founder and first 
rector, Fr. J. Aelen, has been raised to 
the episcopacy and is at present Arch- 
bishop of Madras, India, as readers 
of THe Fre_tp Arar know. 

Roosendaal alumni who are at pres- 
ent missionary priests in various parts 
of the world, are distributed as fol- 
lows: 

India I 
Labuan and North Borneo 15 
New Zealand 

Africa 

Philippine Islands 

Caribbean Islands 

In all, 154 students of Roosendaal 
are now engaged in apostolic labor in 
the field afar, while about twenty are 
teaching in our colleges. Already of 
nineteen old students God has ac- 
cepted the sacrifice of their lives on 
the missions. In Heaven they joined 
our hymns of praise and prayers of 
— on the day of the silver jubi- 
ee. 

May the record of Maryknoll, Amer- 
ica’s first Foreign Mission Seminary, 
be as glorious or, better still, more 
glorious! ot WIS 
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Saint Tarcisius. 














[Tarcisius, a Roman boy of only thir- 
teen, was seized by a mob while he was 
bearing the Blessed Sacrament to the 
Christians in prison. Blows and kicks 
failed to make him betray the Body of 
the Lord, and he gave up his life rather 
than allow the Sacred Treasure to fall 
into the hands of unbelievers.] 

In vain pursuit of other saints 

I halt, as, dazed, 

My soul blinks to their light, anfl faints, 

Shrivelled, amazed; 

Thou dost not dazzle me nor blind— 

Thy flame is joy— 

I know thee for that sunbeam of man- 
kind, 

The human boy. 

Translucid beam, lighting me through 
and through 

Till we are one, 

I know that just as thou didst do 

I should have done; 

Loyal to the Big Friend, and proud 

To bear the pain— 

Any real boy, if chance allowed, 

Would thus be slain. 

—Fr. T. Gavan Durry. 
(Maryknoll.) 


+ 

Bishop Chanrion, of New Cale- 
donia, writes on the timeliness of 
our work: 

More and more do I long for the 
development of the American Foreign 
Missions. In France and the other 
nations which sent out missioners 
during the last century, priestly and 
apostolic vocations will be lessened, 
almost spoiled, by the war that is deso- 
lating Europe. 

* 


Good News for Boston 


Readers. 


T is a veritable consolation to 

announce that arrangements 
have been made to provide at 
Maryknoll an Archbishop John 
Joseph Williams Burse. 

The late Archbishop of Boston 
was born in the same year that 
witnessed the birth, in France, of 
the Society for the Propagation of 
the Faith—1822. He was the first 
prelate in this country to sys- 
tematically organize diocesan work 


for the foreign missions and _ it 
was under his patronage that THE 
FieLtp AFAR saw the light in Jan- 
uary, 1907. In August of that 
year Archbishop Williams closed 
his long life among priests and 
people who keep his memory in 
deep and lasting affection. 

The burse in memory of this 
venerable prelate has been given 
to Maryknoll in the form of an 
insurance policy for five thousand 
dollars. It is the tribute of a de- 
voted priest and will not be oper- 
ative, we sincerely hope, for many 
years to come. In the meantime 
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A PERPETUAL ASSOCIATE 
MEMBERSHIP 
in the Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America may be secured 
gradually in as many payments as 
desired, provided the sum of fifty 
dollars is reached within two years 
from the date of the first payment. 

















we are glad to record it and we 
shall seek to add to it a thousand 
dollars, so as to include in this 
burse provision for ail the per- 
sonal expenses, as well as for the 
support and education, of one 
student in perpetuity. 


BO7S b OON.. 


(From a photograph taken shortly before his death by a representative of the 
Boston Herald.) 
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3E The Field ] é 


\ TE always have a special wel- 
come for messages from our 
missioners. Since the last issue 
we have heard from the follow- 
ing: 
CHINA— 

Fr. Seys, 
Hongkong. 
INDIA— 

Bishop Roy, Coimbatore; Fr. 
venture, Ernakulam. 
INDO-CHINA— 

Bishop Cardot, 
Munagorri, Bui Chu; 
Cothonay, Lang-Son. 
JAPAN— 

Bishop Berlioz, Sendai; Bishop Chat- 
ron, Osaka; Fr. Spenner, Yokohama. 
MALESIA — 

Fr. Haidegger, Kuching. 
OCEANIA— 

Bishop Chanrion, New Caledonia. 
PHILIPPINE ISLANDS— 

Fr. Lawrence Rogan, Iloilo; Fr. 
Schipman, Baguio. 





Kung-ye-fu; Fr. Tour, 


Bona- 


Rangoon; Bishop 
Very Rev. Fr. 


We are grateful for letters and 
photographs from: 
CHINA— 

Fr. Ruault, Kwei-yang-fu. 
INDIA— 

Fr. Aelen, Nellore. 


SOUTH AMERICA— 
Fr. MacNeeley, Iquique. 


From Burma come these lines, 
written by Bishop Cardot, who, 
by the way, tells us that Fr. Allard 
(known to many readers) is well: 

When I think of the war and of its 
sad results for the missions, my mind 
goes to the United States and Canada, 
and I pray that the deficiency of mis- 
sioners may be supplied from those 
two countries. I wish I could go over 
and give a little help. 


A cablegram to Philadelphia 
announced that a cyclone had de- 
stroyed the seminary and several 
churches in the diocese of Bishop 


MacGinley, of Nueva Caceres, 
Philippine Islands. This must be 
a hard blow, and while we extend 
our sympathy to the Bishop, we 
hope that some of his friends who 
iad these lines, will be moved to 
extend something more substan- 
tial. 


We do not often hear from 
South America, but a letter came 
to us recently from a former New 
York priest, Fr. Robert Mac- 
Neely, who is now chaplain of the 
port at Iquique, Chile. We quote 
it in part for our readers: 


A good friend, in sending me papers 
and magazines for distribution among 
my sailor boys and the English-speak- 
ing sick in*hospitals, included your 
famous journal, THe Fierp AFar. 
Now as I am in ‘the field afar’ and 
have been for the past twenty-five 
years, I thought you might perhaps like 
to hear a little of my experiences. 

I am the only Irish-American, in 
fact, the only English-speaking, priest 
on the coast from Valparaiso to Lima, 
Peru. I keep the people in good hu- 
mor with Irish jokes, which I tell them 
in my classical Spanish. 

I am busy day in and day out, with 
no weeks off, such as I used to have 
when I assisted at St. Agnes’ Church 
in New York. Sometimes when I am 
homesick, I draw out the trumpet 
stop of our ‘grand* organ and play 
“The Star-Spangled Banner,” 
“Marching through Georgia,” “The 
Wearing of the Green,” “O’Donnell 
A Boo,” and all the other famous Irish 
and American airs. I then feel that 
I am nearer to New York and conse- 
quently nearer to Heaven and St. 
Patrick, whom I expect to visit some 
day. 

Times have been very bad here since 
the war. Twenty-nine thousand of our 
people left the nitrate mines when they 
closed, but lately there has been a 
great demand for nitrate to kill the 
flower of Europe. God grant that we 
may soon see the end of this terrible 
struggle! 

INDIA. 

“ Had you a hundred American 
missioners ready, they would be 
welcome in India,” writes Bishop 
Eestermans. He adds, “ Four 
German brothers and_ Sisters 
from my diocese will have to 
leave next week. Many missions 
will be simply ruined by intern- 
ment and repatriation.” 


A Dutch missioner of the Mill 
Hill Society, writing from India, 
shows how far-reaching the Euro- 
pean war might yet be. He says: 

Fortunately Holland is keeping out 
of the war. If she happened to join 
Germany, we Dutch priests would be 
put out of commission and there would 
be only seven Mill Hill men left in 
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India. Our Austrian brothers are in- 
terned, though they were free till now, 
and they expect at any moment to be 
sent back to their country by the gov- 
ernment. 

However, there is actually a worse 
condition among the French priests, 
especially in Bombay and _ Poona. 
About one hundred and twenty have 
already returned to France. Oh, if 
America could now come to the res- 
cue! But Maryknoll has been born a 
little too late. Holland could help us 
out, but not much in Bombay without 
the English language. 


This cheery—and cheering— 
message came to us recently from 
Fr. Aelen, in Nellore: 


We have given the fourteenth of 
each month to Maryknoll. This means 
that besides sharing in the prayers we 
say daily for our benefactors and 
friends, you have the spiritual benefit 
of all our good works on the four- 
teenth of every month. All our 
prayers, as well as those of the chil- 
dren, all our labors—visiting the peo- 
ple, catechizing, helping the sick, etc.— 
are offered on this day for the welfare 
of Maryknoll. So you see you cannot 
be forgotten. 

Did you ever, since the war began, 
get a letter that was not filled with 
lamentations over the hard times? If 
not, mine will be the first. I even 
hope that some good for us will come 
out of the war, for has not every 
dark cloud a silver lining? 

With the greatest pleasure we see 
that the States are taking more and 
more interest in the missions and are 
trying to tide us over these difficult 
days. And I hope that when the war 
is past and when old Europe is able 
to help us again, this interest will re- 
main. Then, if both Europe and the 
States aid us, we shall be able to do 
far more good than in former years. 


Place our seals on your Christmas 
packages. 
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A 30,000-Mile Poem. 
By Fr. Thomas Gavan Duffy. 


INDIA. 


Into the deep without pity 
See where my dream-land sinks! 
We have here no lasting city, 


Nor is man’s home where he thinks. 


Back to the world of the living, 
Back from the listless shores 
Where clock-work’s past forgiving 

And time has other laws. 
Land of rice and curry, 
Land of the sleek vakeel, 
Who knows that to rush or to hurry 
Is worse by far than to steal; 
Who knows that cerebration 
Means nothing more to the wise 
Than the ready procreation 
And clever telling of lieg 
Land where mid demons shrieking, 
When he lit on a greater world; 
Land where, mid demons shrieking, 
The banner of Christ is unfurled; 
Where the shallow mystic revels— 
Vaporous child of the sun— 
In spawning a thousand devils 
To do the work of our one. 
Kali and Vishnu and Siva, 
Govinda, Perumal 
Tax the Hindu believer, 
But they stand for Satan all. 
Land of the Ramayana, 
Blind guide of the blind, 
Born of the mens insana 
In a body dark as the mind. 
Land where almighty Mammon 
Meets with his match at last, 
For the Biggest Big to a Brahmin 
Is, gentle reader, caste! 
You may be a leper, or starving, 
A thief, or the son of a thief, 
Your mantle not worth halving, 
Your squalor past belief 
But if you’re in possession 
Of the tiniest scrap of caste, 
You feel like a whole procession 
And watch yourself go past. 
And caste splits up the nation 
(And caste is the seal of peace) 
And caste is before salvation, 
And caste is the best police. 
Household of Turk and Brahmin 
Divided against itself, 
Each with a crown to sham in, 
Each with an eye on pelf; 
Each with this ray of comfort— 
That neither can rule his own, 
While Mrs. Grundy’s consort 
Sits in peace on the throne. 
Fare thee well, for I love thee, 
With all thy sins, dark land; 
I set no Eden above thee, 
And I am burned with thy brand. 
Thy son is solemn and clumsy— 
Our cradles are poles apart— 
Yet daily and nightly comes he 
Knocking the doors of my heart. 
The voice of thy jungle sighing 
Follows me over the waves, 


And I cannot rest for the crying 
Of jackals over thy graves. 

Where are thy turbans and drapings, 
The naked glare of thy sun? 

And the ghastly, mirthless apings 
That serve thy men as fun? 

Thy filth and thy love of glamor, 
Vhy child-like craving for noise? 

Thy drums’ unholy clamor, 
The silent feet of my boys? 

The eye is dazzled with beauty, 
Scarlet and gold and white 

3ut the heart shrinks back at the pity 
Of famine and plague and blight. 

And oh! the soul that is in thee, 
Empty and calling to life! 

Who will help us to win thee? 
Who is for peace after strife? 











CHILDREN OF IN DEA. 
“The voice of thy jungle sighing 
Follows me over the waves.” 
(Photo sent by Fr. Aelen.) 
I know how thy world is driven, 
By nail and fang and tooth; 
Thou lovest earth, not Heaven, 
Thou feedest on food, not truth. 
I know thou hatest my teaching, 
I know thou diggest my grave; 
But the God who called me to preaching 
Will also give me to save. 


So farewell, Sahib; the ocean 
Engulfs thy land from my sight 

But thine is my heart’s devotion 
Till I return. Good-night. 


(Maryknoll.) 
JAPAN. 

When Bishop Chatron last 
wrote us, Fr. Gavan Duffy had 
just arrived at Osaka.on his way 
to Maryknoll. The Bishop con- 
gratulated us on the privilege of 
having an “Apostolic” in our 
nursery for American missioners 


and added: 


I hope you will not cut off his 
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beard. On the contrary, you are to 
let your own grow, transforming you 
into the prophets of Israel—indubitable 
sign of an apostolic vocation. 

As you well know, the times are 
very hard on account of the terribie 
war. My five brave fellows who are 
at the front, are in good health, thank 
God, full of courage and devotion, but 
still sighing heavily for the end of the 
war and the return to their missionary 
labors. How sad are the letters we 
receive from our families and friends, 
all more or less in mourning and 
anguish! The future is dark and the 
evening of my days is very gloomy. 


Bishop Berlioz, of Hakodate, 
has some good news for us this 
month. He writes to the superior 
at Maryknoll: 


I am pleased to announce that we 
have a third Japanese priest, who has 
just arrived from Rome. He is the 
younger brother of Fr. Januarius 
Hayasaka, whom you met in Europe 
some years ago. The promotion of a 
Japanese subject to the priesthood is in 
our eyes as important an event as is 
in yours the ordination of one of 
your aspirants. Appropinquat regnum 
celorum! 

Every time I receive the interesting 
Fretp Arar, I renew very specially 
my resolution to pray for the success 
of your glorious work. How I re- 
joice at your progress and at the 
growing interest manifested in it by 
the Catholics of America! 


A well-known missioner in 
Tokyo sends us this report of 
present conditions in Japan: 


Japan now has four bishops and four 
prefects apostolic, or eight missions. 
The bishops are all alumni of the Paris 
Foreign Mission Seminary. The Span- 
ish Dominicans have two prefectures, 
the Fathers of the Divine Word a 
third, and the Franciscans a fourth. 
Korea, on its part, has two vicariates 
apostolic and religion is making better 
progress there than in Japan. 
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Our German Jesuits do not seem to 
be suffering any inconvenience on ac- 
count of the war. With their usual 
prudence, they are remaining quiet and 
continuing to develop their school. The 
like may be said of the Fathers of the 
Divine Word and the Franciscans. 
Japan, while keeping a sufficiently close 
watch on the numerous Germans 
within its borders, leaves them as free 
as ever and does not appear to concern 
itself with them so long as they are 
peaceful and occupied only with their 
own affairs. It has driven out only 
about a score, who were carrying on an 
active anti-Japanese propaganda. 


AFRICA. 


Consoling indeed at this trying 
period, is such a message as this 
which comes from good Fr. Kerk- 
haff : 

As our financial troubles are aug- 
mented on account of the war, our 
spiritual victories become greater. The 
last six months have made a record 
for this mission. Our confessions 
have increased remarkably, while the 
number of Communions thas actually 
been doubled. It is quite true that 
the greater the hardships, the greater 
are the triumphs. And the latter make 
the former sweet. 


Our orie-time poet of the Upper 
Nile, Fr. Rogan, is on the war- 
path this month and here is his 
cry: 

It is now over twelve months since 
the European Powers went a-picnick- 
ing in one anotheér’s countries. As a 
result of their pauperizing pastime, we 
hear a lot nowadays about the high 
cost of living. The men we meet, the 
books we buy,—all are full of the topic. 
And, as was only to be expected, the 
promoters of patent food companies, 
who always see good in evil, have 
taken advantage of the “high cost of 
living” cry, to revive the merits of 
some long-forgotten chemical com- 
pounds which in their day had been a 
failure as food, but which would 
probably have met with success had 
they been used as_ road- surfacing. 
“Why go hungry because you can’t buy 
bread? Swallow one of Dr. Frood’s 
tasty tabloids. Each tabloid contains 
as much nourishment as six pounds of 
beef!” and a human head 
sometimes contains as much common 
sense as six heads of cabbage. You 
would want to be a bit of a dove to 
‘swallow’ the advertisement, let alone 
the tabloid. 

Personally—and a missioner’s opinion 
ought to carry some weight in these 
times of stress—I think that the “ high 
cost of living” plaint is a grievance 


wrongly worded. Experience, both 
before and since the war, has taught 
me that an empty stomach closely re- 
sembles an empty cask. Water will 
fill an empty cask just as well as wine 
will, and after all, the human stomach 
only wants filling. Many missioners 
have sustained their zealous selves for 
months past on native food and they 
look none the worse for it. I myself 
‘weighed’ thirty-six inches round the 
waist when the war broke out and now 
I notch the tape at thirty-eight. My 
general health is excellent, except for 
a set of china teeth and a pimple on 
my nose—and I had those before the 
war began. 

As a matter of fact, the pimple has 
been so long a part of my facial out- 
fit that it was the cause of my making 
a cutting remark long before I came to 
Africa. I happened to be one of many 
guests at a tea-party. A certain young 
lady—you always find young ladies at 
tea- parties—had been staring at me for 
some time, and finally (and foolishly) 
remarked, “I was just wondering, 
Father, how you got that pimple on 
your nose.” 3y poking my nose into 
other people’s business,” I answered. 
She asked me no more questions. 

I was saying that many of our mis- 
sioners are looking well on native 
food. Why, then, talk about the “ high 
cost of living?” We should rather 
say the “high cost of eating.” We 
don’t live to eat—at least some of us 
don’t. If, as a result of the war, a 
premium were to be put on cheerful- 
ness and a tax on fresh air and good 
health, then I would certainly be one 
of the first to subscribe to the “high 
cost of living” cry. But isn’t the very 
joy of being alive, something to be 
grateful for? After all, one live 
missioner has far more ‘go’ in him 
than thirty dead ones. Personally, I 
have no time for dead men; there 
seems to be no life in them, somehow 
or other. 

Of course I admit that the war has 
hit us hard in many ways, but don’t 
seek my sy mpathy for your “high cost 
of living ” theory. It’s no use pouring 
cows’ milk into the carbureter of a 
motor-car. The milk is good, but the 
motor doesn’t need it. Neither does 
the human stomach need mock-turtle 
soup or any other luxury whose ‘salary’ 
has been raised by the war. If that is 
your grievance, then please refer in 
future to the “high cost of eating.” 





FIFTY DOLLARS will se- 
cure a Perpetual Associate 
Membership, applicable to the 
living or to the dead. 














The Maryknoll Pin will find 
many wearers. It is unobtrusive, 
even somewhat mysterious, and al- 
ready a goodly number of our 
friends have expressed their de- 
sire to carry about with them the 
emblem so frequently seen at 
Maryknoll and on our publications. 

















“Shall I be a Priest?” You 
may have a pamphlet on this sub- 
ject if you send for it, enclosing 
five cents. 


It is always a special pleasure 
for us to announce the appearance 
of a new book in English, touch- 
ing even indirectly upon the sub- 
ject of Catholic foreign missions. 
So we welcome from P. J. Ken- 
edy and Sons, of New York, The 
Red Circle, a dramatic story of 
the Boxer uprising in China. The 
interest of this story is sustained 
to the end, and the book is an ex- 
cellent example of what an enter- 
prising and not audacious pub- 
lisher can produce for only seven- 


ty-five cents. 
i. 


Co-Redemptrix. 


Our Lady of the Missions sweet, 
Take thou my life’s caress, 

The very first one, in the Cave, 
Was thine—and what success! 


’Twas thou who sent the angels bright 
To shepherds on the earth; 

To-day a world of them await 
The tidings of God’s birth. 


Thy love of Christ enkindled well 
The Star that told the Three 

Of Jesus, and a thousand kings 
Right now are needing thee. 


And thou art Mary still, I know, 
With zeal for Paradise; 

Thy heart is on the hills, indeed, 
And beating for the Wise. 


They'll come again with lambs, with 


gold, ; 
If only thou wilt pray 
Into the year of ev'ry one, 
As then, a Christmas Day. 
—Mary ALLEGRA GALLAGHER. 
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The Three Wise 
of Kan-Su. 


By a Teresian. 


Sal |ASPAR Chang 
| pushed open the door 
| of the Bishop’s 

courtyard and stood 

for a moment 

straining his eyes 

into the fast-falling 
darkness, but the blinding, whirl- 
ing snow quickly drove him back 
into shelter. Anxiously he paced 
the long covered corridor, stopping 
sometimes to listen for an ex- 
pected sound, his lips moving in 
prayer as he fingered the rosary 
hung about his neck. 

An older man, serious of coun- 
tenance and seemingly absorbed, 
was seated at one end of the court. 
Occasionally he looked towards 
Gaspar, his companion, and a smile 
of satisfaction lighted his fine 
face as Gaspar turned affection- 
ately to his horse and said: “ It’s 
a wicked night, Zip. Shall we go 
out to find our friend? Melchior 
has never failed us yet.” The 
sympathetic neigh assured him 
that he was understood and that 
the faithful animal would be 
ready if needed. 

Gaspar and his friend were Thib- 
etans of the upper class and both 
were Christians, who, with the 
missing Melchior, had come un- 
failingly for several years to keep 
Christmas together in the cathe- 
dral town of their province. 
They were all three catechists 
and it was a pretty conceit of 
theirs to meet like the Wise Men 
and offer to the Infant King the 
fruit of their toils, baptisms, con- 
versions, and whatever else would 
be pleasing to Him. They were 
welcome guests of the Bishop, 


Men 





with whom they stayed habitually 
until Epiphany, when each went 
back to sow and to reap in his 
own portion of God’s garden. 
Never before had any one of them 
failed to be on time for this re- 
union—and Melchior had always 
been first—but as this afternoon 
wore into evening, bringing no 
sign of their friend, anxiety in- 
creased to alarm lest in the storm 
something had befallen Melchior. 

At last the stamping of horses 
tuld of the welcome approach; the 
door was flung wide open and out 
of the storm rode the belated 
horseman, followed by a stranger. 





IN TEE 
In a moment the two travelers 
had dismounted and Gaspar 
would have embraced Melchior, 
so full of joy was he, but Mel- 
chior waived him off. Even the 
cruel, biting wind had not taken 
the gladness from his face and he 
smiled wondrously, though 
strangely, as he said, “To the 
Bishop at once. I bear with me 
the King of Kings.” 

His friends, thinking that he 


Cour T Y AR D 
(Photo sent by Frs. 


was slightly affected by some ex- 
perience in the storm, tried coax- 
ingly to make him sit down, till 
the stranger said, “He is right. 
Let him go to the Bishop.” 

Gaspar obeyed and led the 
little procession into the house, 
where the Bishop came shortly to 
greet them. Melchior knelt be- 
fcre the prelate and drew from his 
breast a small, linen-swathed pack- 
age. “It is the King of Kings,” 
he repeated triumphantly, and ex- 
hausted, fell to the floor. 

The packet held a lunette in 
which reposed the Sacred Host. 


OF THE BbSiwHewe. 


Selosse and Schram.) 

The storm had ceased ; the Mid- 
night Mass had ushered in the 
blessed Christmas day and the 
air was still—strangely still it 
seemed after the happy voices of 
the faithful Chinese worshippers 
had filled it so recently with their 
merry greetings. 

By a tacit agreement the trio 
had come together in the Bishop’s 
simple living-room to hear the 
story of the Priceless Gift. 
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“IT was making the last of my 
preparations to set out,” began 
Melchior, “ when the boy Joseph 
Su—he who is with me—one of 
my fervent catechumens, came 
breathlessly to my house and 
begged me to go with him to the 
hut of a solitary who was 
looked upon by all as a sort of 
evil spirit. He rarely spoke and 
worked only enough to keep 
from starvation. Whenever he 
entered the town, the children 
would scamper away lest he cast 
a ‘spell’ on them. He seemed to 
have a special hatred for Chris- 
tians and when the priest came, he 
would follow him about the town 
with a leering, mocking smile, 

“*Why should I bother about 
this man and lose several hours 
on my journey?’ I thought. 

“Still the boy insisted. He had 
gone, through curiosity, to get a 
peep into the cave-hut, for he had 
heard that the hermit was away. 
As he approached, he heard groans 
and cries of distress, and, his faith 
giving him courage, he entered. 
He found the wretched occupant 
very ill and to his surprise heard 
him repeating constantly the name 
of a Catholic priest whose mission 
was far away. 

“T was irritated at the interrup- 
tion ; yet curious, I decided to take 
in the cave on my way here, with 
Joseph as guide. A short detour 
brought us to a scene I shall never 
forget. 

“The cave is a natural one, high 
and deep, well set back from the 
road. On the bare floor lay the 
poor creature, wasted from sick- 
ness and shivering from the cold. 
In one corner a little sacrificial 
lamp burned—the only brightness 
in this house of gloom. The man 


was quite delirious and_ kept 
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calling for a priest to take back 
the ‘curse’ from him. 

“ Some wine and a warm cover 
from my own pack helped to 
bring the sufferer to himself. I 
asked him what was troubling 
him and told him that no priest 
was near, but that I would take 
any message from him to your 
Lordship. 

“Presently he said: ‘Do you 
remember the church that was 
pillaged some time ago?’ Re- 
member it! I shuddered at the 
memory! ‘Iam the one who did 
it, he went on. ‘I hated the 
Catholics and I stole their God. 
Yes, I have Him hidden here 
with me, while your priests tell 
my people He is with you! He is 
locked in that little case—the God 
of the Christians.’ Then the de- 
lirium returned and his diabolic 
laughter echoed through the cave. 

“ Joseph was quietly looking in- 
to every crevice for any sign of a 
sacred vessel that might be there. 
Again came a lucid interval, in 
which the sick man begged me to 
take the God away, for he was 
burning his soul and body. ‘I 
put the light there,’ he said, ‘to 
please Him. Yet I get no peace. 
Take Him away.’ 

“The lamp, then, was the clue. 
I went over to it and as I groped 
about it, sounding the earth, my 
hand struck a loosened stone in 
the wall. I called Joseph to hold 
up the lamp and as I was about 
to make the opening, the sick 
man, in an agony of fear, hurled 
himself on me, shrieking. ‘Don’t 
let Him out! He will kill me! O 
Christian God, why did I take 
you? Forgive me!’ I felt the 
weight drop from me. The 
wretched creature was dead. 

“We covered him and went back 


to our search. The stone came 
out easily, and there in a veri- 
table Bethlehem lay the Most 
High God. We knelt in adora- 
tion, till the realization that some- 
thing must be done aroused me. 
I sent Joseph with my horse to 
notify the authorities of the 
solitary’s death and to bring 
back another mount for himself, 
for I must have an escort now. 

“As soon as he returned, I fear- 
fully removed the  lunette, 
wrapped it in a linen kerchief, and 
placed it in my bosom. The storm 
had already begun and you know 
what the journey was over rough 
roads and through the pitilessly 
exposed open. Exhausted I was 
often, but supremely happy, for I 
held close to my heart, as truly as 
did Mary and Joseph, the Christ 
Child Himself. 

“Come, let us go and adore 
Him!” 

The three ‘wise men’ went out 
with the Bishop into the church, 
to keep their vigil and to offer to 
the Divine Babe their love, their 
life, their all. 


And when you, gentle reader, 
(and it may yet happen) are 
traveling across the great 
stretches of Kan-Su, ask some 
humble Christian soul to direct 
you to the Holy Cave, where you 
may kneel with your Chinese 
brothers at Melchior’s shrine 
and offer a prayer of thanksgiving 
for the faith you have, of repara- 
tion for the outrages against 
Jesus in the Sacrament of His 
love, and of petition that priests 
—ever more priests—may go to 
make known to the waiting multi- 
tudes the boundless love of the 
Babe of Bethlehem Who was born 
that all men might be saved. 
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The Family at Maryknoll. 


|F the roof of our pro- 
Seminary (which 
means a_ kind of 
apology for the real 
thing) were flat and 
accessible, it is quite 
possible that we 
would pitch a few 
tents on it, or anchor there some 
of Brother Hennery’s brooder- 
houses. Our readers may con- 
clude. at once that there is more 
or less congestion in the Semi- 
nary. This is true enough, but 
there is also a call for fresh-air- 
while - you-sleep - accommodation, 
and we could easily perch students 
on our roof if the deck were wider 
or the ridge-pole less sharp. 








We had a test of our capacity 
not long ago, when, with our 
guest-rooms occupied, two truly 
Irish priests came unexpectedly 
for supper—and, of course, for a 
night of rest. A letter from China 
had announced that they were on 
their way, but we were not sitting 
at the window watching for them 
and their identity was disclosed 
only when we lifted the cover 
from the bean-pot and looked 
across the table. 

There is always room for one 
more at the Knoll, and we knew 
that after we had found a bed for 
one, we could find one for the 
other. Water can be had for the 
tapping or for the pumping, and 
a little more in the tea-pot does 
not injure either the tea or our 
guests. As for bread, we keep it 
ahead so as to let it get stale, and 
our cellar at this season is plenti- 
fully supplied with preserves, in- 
cluding prunes and apples. 

We hope we are not tempting 
you, dear reader, because we do 
not desire to cause a run on the 
cellar. But we do wish to have 
you understand that we like to be 
hospitable——at your expense, of 
course, since you, perhaps, are 
supporting us. 

So we were glad to welcome the 
two Soggarth Aroons (or Mac 
Aroons, if you prefer a dainty ex- 


pression). And we were es- 
pecially pleased to see them, be- 
cause they were on the way to 
China. Their names? Write 
them in green and gold ink, if 
thus you would keep them fresh 
in your memory: The Rev. Jo- 
seph Patrick O’Leary, from Cork, 
and the Rev. Plain Patrick 
O’Reilly, from Meath. 

Their Alma Mater? Maynooth, 
Ireland’s great college. 

Their destination? Hangchow, 
China. 

But best of all was their mes- 
sage that there are more to follow, 
because Catholic Ireland is waking 
to the call of the heathen. 


ward with pleasure to their 
occasional letters, a pleasure 
which we hope to share with our 
readers. 


It was nip and tuck with the 
Vénard boys, between Jack Frost 
at the barn and Johnnie Steam in 
the new Field Afar Building. 
For a time it looked as if Johnnie 
would never fit his steam-pipes, 
so dilatory were the manufac- 
turers, while the plumbing was 
held up, waiting for slate which 
refused to join us. 

Our young Eurasian, who has 
never seen snow, must have suf- 
fered occasionally. We asked him 











THE CROWN OF THE HILL ON THE ROAD TO MARYKNOLL. 


(The stone tower on the right is the water stand-pipe for Ossining. 
The Seminary is on higher ground, a few hundred feet beyond.) 








Fr. O’Leary has been a priest 
for the past six years, while Fr. 
O’Reilly was ordained only re- 
cently. We won’t say what these 
two new missioners think about 
the war, conscription in England, 
and other incidentals, but they are 
happy in anticipation of their 
work in the Far East, even if they 
must later jump from the frying- 
pan into the fire,—or into the ice- 
chest, as events shall determine. 
Our one regret was that they 
could not have stayed with us 
longer and we shall look for- 


once and he confessed that he 
trembled with the cold. But now 
he can pat the radiator when he 
needs to, and imagine that he is 
back in Malacca. 

With the Vénard students in a 
modern structure, where they 
have heat, light, and water on 
tap, the troubles of our infirma- 
rian will probably begin. We 
notice that we are usually best off 
under the most trying conditions. 
It is as if the angels are busiest 
when we depend least on the work 
of men. 
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All the members of our family 
were home for Thanksgiving and 
for the annual retreat that came a 
few days later—and by ‘home’ 
we mean Maryknoll. Most of us, 
in fact, are here about all the time, 
but we have tried during 1915 to 
reach out for friends through the 
spoken word. These efforts were 
confined to the State of Pennsyl- 
vania,—to the dioceses of Scran- 
ton, Harrisburg, and Pittsburgh. 

Fr. Kane, an eloquent young 
priest who kindly loaned his serv- 
ices to us for the year, was our 
spokesman until an attack of ill- 
ness laid him low. The Seminary 
superior replaced him at Pitts- 
burgh, and after November 1 we 
had only one representative on the 
outside, an auxiliary brother. 

Scranton, Harrisburg, and Pitts- 
burgh have all been good to us and 
no cause could ask for greater en- 
couragement than we have re- 
ceived from the bishops in these 
three dioceses. Pittsburgh is al- 
ready a centre of missionary ac- 
tivities. The diocese has a mis- 
sion aid society, from which 
Maryknoll has received one 
thousand dollars a year for the 
past three years. The city con- 
tains the U. S. Central Direction 
of the Holy Childhood Associa- 
tion, which gathers funds for child- 
work in the foreign missions, and 
at Duquesne University are the 
Holy Ghost Fathers, all of whom 
are strongly imbued with the mis- 
sion spirit and some of whom are 
veteran missioners. Then there 
is a movement—the formation of 
Mission Circles—which has been 
inaugurated at Pittsburgh and of 
which our readers will know more 
later. 


Those who are responsible for 
printed words, experience occa- 
sional heart-pangs as the finished 
copy runs under their eyes. We 
saw, for example, some time ago, 
an allusion to a distinguished mon- 
signor as Mrs., but this was not in 
THE Fiecp Arar. After our Oc- 
tober issue had appeared, how- 
ever, we noticed the letter of a 























The dots on this outline map of the United States indicate the sections 
of the country from which the several members of our family are drawn. 


native Indian priest who _inci- 
dentally referred to our paper as 
being “thoroughly Irish from 
cover to cover.” 

This is positively untrue and 
should have been decorated with 
a soft blue pencil, not because we 
do not love the Irish, but because 
we aim to be Catholic first, last, 
and always. If we did not, we 
would immediately give up ‘Field 
Afarring,’ 


And this reminds us that since 
the beginning of our school-term 
we have been intending to present 
for our readers’ observation the 
list of our priests, students (senior 
and junior), and _ auxiliary 
brothers: 


PRIESTS. 
Very Rev. James Anthony Walsh, 
Boston, Mass. 
Rey. Thomas Frederick Price, Ra- 
leigh, N. C. 
Rev. Daniel Leo McShane, Columbus, 


nd. 

Rev. Patrick James Byrne, Washing- 
ton, D. C. 

Rev. James Edward Walsh, Cumber- 
land, 


SEMINARIANS. 


Frederick Conrad Dietz, 
Ohio. 

Bernard Francis Meyer, Stuart, Iowa. 

John James Massoth, Piqua, Kansas. 

Francis Xavier Ford, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

William Francis O’Shea, North Ber- 
gen, N. J. 


Oberlin, 


Alphonse Stephen Vogel, New York, 
N. ¥. 


Thomas Henry Greene, Cincinnati, 
Ohio. 

Alphonse Liguori Schumaker, Day- 
ton, Ohio. 

George Francis Wiseman, Arlington, 
Mass. 

Joseph Anthony Hunt, 
Mass. 

Raymond Aloysius Lane, Lawrence, 
Mass. 

Joseph Aloysius Sweeney, New Brit- 
ain, Conn. 

John Henry 
Mass. 

Joseph Courtney Stack, Washington, 


Brookline, 


Murray, Cambridge, 


D: C. 
Philip Anthony Taggart, Brooklyn, 
N.. ¥. 


Frederick Nelson Gregory, Paw- 
tucket, R. I. 


VENARD STUDENTS. 
Martin Aloysius Walsh, Jersey City, 
N 


of 
John Charles Murrett, Buffalo, N. Y. 
Joseph Peter McGinn, Philadelphia, 


Pa. 

Thomas Anthony O’Melia, Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

William Augustine Fletcher, Fall 
River, Mass. 

Francis Joseph Lyons, South Boston, 
Mass. 

John Joseph Considine, New Bed- 
ford, Mass. 

Hugh Aloysius Conway, Forest Hills, 
Mass. 

John Cornelius Heemskerk, Hille- 
gom, Holland. 

Bertin Justinian Ashness, Malacca 
Town, Straits Settlements. 

John Francis Kenneally, Boston, 
Mass. 

Angelo Romeo, Providence, R. I. 
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Leo Walter Sweeney, New Britain, 


Conn. 

Philip Leo Bradley, Dorchester, Mass. 

Joseph Harold Clifford, Fall River, 
Mass. 

George Cornelius 
Mass. 

Joseph Alfred Lamereux, North Dart- 
mouth, Mass. 

Leo Peter Reyland, St. Louis, Mo. 


AUXILIARY BROTHERS. 
Frederick Evaristus Maguire, New- 

ton, Mass. 
Thomas Henry McCann, 

All were born in this country 

except three of the ‘youngsters,’ 
who saw the light in Holland, 
Italy, and Straits Settlements, re- 
spectively. t 


Powers, Lynn, 


Brooklyn, 


The Feast of the Presentation 
has a special significance at Mary- 
knoll, for it marks the day on 
which senior students are invested 
with the cassock and cincture. 
This year the ceremony, simple 
but inspiring, was conducted by 
Monsignor Dunn, one of the in- 
corporators of our Society and 
one of its most loyal friends. 

Those who received the cassock 
were George F. Wiseman, John H. 
Murray, Joseph C. Stack, Philip 
A. Taggart, and Frederick N. 
Gregory. The cincture worn by 
our priests and students was given 
to Rev. Patrick J. Byrne, Fred- 
erick C. Dietz, John J. Massoth, 
Thomas H. Greene, and Alphonse 


L. Schumaker, all of whom have 
recently entered Maryknoll. 


By the time this issue reaches 
the hands of our readers, we shall 
have witnessed at Maryknoll the 
ordination to the priesthood of 
another student, James Edward 
Walsh, one of the six pioneers 
who entered as we opened the 
doors of our Seminary three short 
years ago last September. Fr. 
Walsh is a native of Cumberland, 
Md., and an alumnus, as was his 
father, of Mt. St. Mary’s College, 
Emmitsburg, Md. 

The ordination will be con- 
ferred, through the courtesy of 
His Eminence Cardinal Farley, 
by the Rt. Rev. Maurice P. Foley, 
Bishop of Tuguegarao, Philip- 
pine Islands, who from the start 
has been keenly interested in 
Maryknoll. On this occasion 
Bishop Foley will raise to the 
order of subdeacon, Bernard F. 
Meyer, and to the orders of ex- 
orcist and acolyte, Francis X. 
Ford, William F, O’Shea, and Al- 
phonse S. Vogel. 

‘ 

TO TRAIN AN APOSTLE. 

If you wish to establish, or to 
help establish, a free scholarship 
for the Seminary at Maryknoll or 
for our Apostolic School, see page 
rot. 








THE VENARDS’ 





LAST FOOTBALL GAME OF THE SEASON. 


(Record—one broken nose.) 








The Field Afar will be sent 
for oneyear to any one address: 
Io copies (12 issues) for $4.00 
= ° ad “ 10.00 
50 “ “ “cc 
100 “ “ “ 


20.00 
40.00 








For those who would remem- 
ber Maryknoll in their wills, 
we print our legal title: 
CATHOLIC FOREIGN MISSION 


SOCIETY OF AMERICA, INCOR- 
PORATED. 




















Ye Olde Crystemesse (Carrolle 
of Ye Knollers. , 


f, 


I’m going away up to the Knoll, 
For merry Xmastide; 

The Yule log, ho, the birken bole, 
Burns in the hearth so wide; 

The halls and walls are garlanded 
With holly, fir, and bay; 

Oh, I’m going away—that’s what I 

said— 

To spend my Xmas day. 


I. 


The train is racing with the breeze, 
O’er riverside and bridge; 
Afar out in among the trees, 
The belis ring from the ridge; 
Hey, I’m a-coming, I’ll be there, 
They'll all be there, hooray! 
There is no other place I care 
To spend: my Xmas day. 


III. 


"Tis Xmas! So we'll ring the bells 
And blow the tooty horn; 

The snow lies deep in fells and dells, 
It’s snowing all the morn; 

Folks everywhere are bound for home, 
And I am going away, 

Up to the Knollers, yea, I’ll come, 
To spend my Xmas day. 


IV. 


There will be Midnight Mass with 
song, 
Heigh, ho, won’t that be fine? 
We'll spend the day old friends among, 
We'll make Old Xmas shine; 
Some day they’ll reach their cherished 
goal 
In China far away; 
Then still I’ll go up to the Knoll, 
To spend my Xmas day. 
H. B., Phila. 
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Pre-Xmas 


Contribution 
FROM ACROSS THE CONTINENT. 


STATE GIFTS NEW 
SUBSCRIBERS 





Alabama 

Arkansas 

California 

Colorado 

Connecticut 

Delaware 
District of Columbia 11. 00 
Florida 10.00 
Illinois 56.75 
Indiana 4.00 
Iowa 9.00 
Kansas 14.10 
Kentucky 3.00 
Louisiana 4.00 
Maine 14.26 
Maryland 21.00 
Massachusetts 1,837.66 
Michigan 20.14 
Minnesota 23.00 
Missouri 19.35 
Montana 2.00 
Nebraska 5.20 
New Hampshire 47.62 
New Jersey 174.75 
New York 463.97 
North Carolina 5.25 
Ohio 64.08 
Oklahoma 1.00 
Pennsylvania 456.79 
Rhode Island 130.06 
South Carolina 1.00 
South Dakota 2.50 
Tennessee 2.00 
Texas 39.15 
Virginia 

Washington 3.00 
West Virginia 7.50 
Wisconsin 116.50 I 


FROM OTHER COUNTRIES. 
Canada $3.00 7 
Chile I 
England I 
Ireland 2 


RECEIVED AT MARYKNOLL. 


Altar-bread oven and cutter from 
Rev. Friend, Mass.; books from Rev. 
Friend, Rochester, N. Y.; books and 
pictures from Rev. Friend, Boston, 
Mass.; books from Rev. Friend, 
Mass.; cassock from Rev. Friend, 
Mass.; baseballs from Rev. Friend, 
Phila. Pa.; chalice from Mrs. D., 
Mass.; vestments from Mrs. J. B., 
Mo.; silver knives, forks, and spoons 
from Mrs. L. G., Pa.; clothing from 
Friend, N. Y. City; jewelry from Mrs. 
T. O'H., Pa.; clothing from K. D., 
N. Y. City. 


New subscribers recorded since 
our last issue: 
Ordinary 
PPE SouieiwishaSrakes 238 


413* 


93.45—Place a dollar sign in 
front of the 93 and you will get 
the sum forwarded to us recently 
as a result of the distribution of 
mite boxes by a Paulist friend in 
San Francisco. 


A seminary professor writes 
these encouraging words: 

I often pray that the Lord may send 
more laborers into His harvest and I 
firmly hope that St. Mary’s Seminary 
will never cease to hand over to you 
at least one good man each year. 


Knives, forks, and spoons— 
thirty-eight pieces in all—were a 
recent welcome gift here, where 
we have seventy-five mouths, all 
constructed to receive food. The 
silver came from Pennsylvania, 
one of the States that know us 
best. 


What do you think of this 


plan? It comes from one who 
had hitherto been a stranger to 
Tue Frecp Arar but was evi- 
dently ‘caught’ by the first read- 


ing: 

This afternoon I received a copy of 
your paper, and as I was reading it, 
I noticed an article about the mite box. 
I decided I would send for ten and 
give them out among my friends. At 
the end of each month I will go around 
and empty these mite boxes and for- 
ward the money to you. 


A German name and an “ Erin- 
thy-smile-and-thy-tear” heart 
would seem to be the combination 
in a correspondent from Pittston, 
Pa., who writes: 

Whenever I read THe Fiero Arar, 
I am divided between laughter and 
tears. I wish you would send me one 
of your mite boxes. As I have in- 
terested the members of the family by 
reading portions of the paper to them, 
I believe we can have something to 
show by Christmas-tide—a little token 
for the dear Babe of Bethlehem. 


*Includes 22 priests and 3 Sisters. 


MORE SAND-BAGS. 
Best wishes for lots of sand. 


I enclose a donation for a few bags 
of cement and a set of shoes for the 
oxen that hauled the stone to the new 
building. 


Your plea is too good to pass by. 
I just cannot resist the temptation of 
cement-bagging you. (Rev. Friend, 
Minnesota. ) 


I don’t make a decent living my- 
self—no salary, no housekeeper for 
half the year. But since misery loves 
company, I love you. (Rev. Friend, 
North Carolina.) 


_ I am sending one dollar for a sand- 


bag and one for land, because if we do 
not finish paying for the land, it will 
be useless to put the sand and cement 
on it. I do not forget to include 
Maryknoll in my prayers every day 
and I offer a monthly Communion for 
its welfare. 


Suppose I should be so cruel as to 
throw a sack of cement from this 
respectful distance at your devoted 
head. What effect, if any, would it 
have on you? 

Look out for the same abuse at 
some future time. I know very well 
you can stand lots of it without a 
murmur. 


There has been so much talk in THE 
Fretp AFAR about cement and sand and 
stone and bread, that I am afraid 
some of you up there may ask for 
bread and receive a stone. In order 
that, in the event of such a calamity, I 
may not have it on my conscience, I 
am sending you two dollars, one for 
bread, and one for sand, cement, or 
stone—or some more bread. 


I had two dollars when your “ hold- 
up” came—and doubts as to the fu- 
ture! However, I parted with one of 
them—the older of the two—and then 
I went over and played on the sym- 
pathies of the Sister Superior at the 
Orphanage. I found that she had 
turned St. Joseph’s face to the wall in 
an endeavor to force him to ‘come 
across.’ She smilingly parted with an- 
other dollar. And so I am sending you 
the price of two bags of sand. 

That sand ought to be proud of it- 
self. We certainly wish we could do 
more. If things brighten up within the 
next few days, I’ll try to send you the 
price of a bag of cement. God love 
you all! How I wish I were rich' 
(Rev. Friend, Florida.) 
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Students’ Burses. 


{A burse or foundation is a sum of money, the 
interest of which will support and educate, contin- 
uously, one of our students for the priesthood.) 


COMPLETED BURSES. 


Cardinal Farley Burse....... $5,000. 
Sacred Heart Memorial Burse 5,000. 
John L. Boland Burse....... 6,000 
Blessed Sacrament Burse.... 5,000. 
*St Willibrord Burse........ 5,000. 
Providence Diocese Burse.... 5,002. 
Fr. Elias Younan Burse..... 5,000. 


Mary, Queen 
ROS oo io iatcis S Gees oa eS ke 5,000. 


PARTIALLY COMPLETED BURSES. 
**Archbishop John J. Wil- 


MAWOH). TUTE 6.5 io s16ic05 3-0 os $5,255.71 
Cheverus Centennial School 

I dene Faas Sw Se eee *3,159.12 
St. Teresa Burse.......... 72,030.50 
O. L. of Mt. Carmel Burse. .+1,917.43 
All Souls Burse........... 1,838.54 
St. Joseph Burse.......... 1,797.75 


A. M. D. G. Memorial Burse 1,503.00 
Little Flower Burse (for 


SCT: || RAR ra 1,490.95 
St. Patrick Burse.......... 1,077.25 
Father B. Burse .......... *1,055.00 


Holy Child Jesus Burse.... 1,032.76 
Bl. Theophane Vénard Burse 

(for VERE) 5.555.505 <0 1,015.00 
0. L. of the Sacred Heart 


ly ae eer rr 659.26 
Holy Ghost Burse......... 505.54 
St. Stephen Burse......... 344.00 
gl) be. a Lo eT 322.60 
St. Anthony Burse......... 320.03 
St. Columba Burse........ 308.50 
St. Francis of Assisi Burse 276.85 
Susan Emery Memorial.... 206.95 
St. Francis Xavier Burse.... 171.21 
St. Lawrence Burse........ 163.00 
St. Boniface Burse........ 145.00 
St. John the Baptist Burse 132.00 
Precious Blood Burse...... 78.00 
St. Dominic Burse......... 74.30 
All Saints Burse......... 73.90 
ae ae 51.25 
Curé of Ars Burse......... 28.00 
Joan of Arc Burse........ 10.00 
O. L. of Mercy Burse...... 10.00 
O. L. of Victory Burse..... 5.00 
Fr. Chapon Memorial Burse 5.00 
Si. Paal Burs’... 6<ccc cess 3.00 


Any burse or share in a burse may 
be donated, if desired, in memory of 
the deceased. 


Special Funds. 


Foreign Mission Educational 
HUM ascot ctase ees $1,300.00 
Vénard Student Fund...... 128.25 





*On hand but not operative. 
**$>5,000 on hand but not operative. 
$1,000 on hand but not operative. 








HERE IS A GOOD ONE. 


JUST OFF THE PRESS 


when and where you will. 
Our address: 


IS IT A GIFT YOU SEEK? 


Field Afar Tales 


OUR SECOND VOLUME OF STORIES ! 
Interesting and edifying; well-printed and attractively bound; gener- 
ously illustrated from excellent photographs; sold at the low price of 


Fifty Cents 
(Postage ten cents). 


Can you think of anything better for a Christmas book? 
Send your orders now and we will arrange to have the book arrive 


The Field Afar Office, Maryknoll, Ossining, N. Y. 




















A Maryknoll Christmas Gift 


By so doing you will give pleasure to 
your friend and advance a great cause. 
Our list is by no means large, but here it 
is, as it is, and everything is worth the 





money: 
A. A Subscription (Ordinary) to The Field Afar............... $ .50 
B. An Associate Subscription to The Field Afar............... 1.00 
C. A Modern Martyr (Life of Bl. Theophane Vénard)........ -60 
D. An American Missionary (Fr. Judge, S.J., in Alaska)...... 60 
i  Dheviile of Just de Brctemierets. «...0.0 cc cccsccecnsesees -60 
EF. Stories from) The PiGWh Alain s 6c cscs cccsccecscccoocss -60 
Ge. Weel ASar PALORe CV GINO TIE) orsic scc.sisios's eicisies tosewcnsescee -60 
H. Thoughts: from Modern MArtyres.....00scccscccccccccccs 35 
“Av Statuevel Biv) Theaphane V¥ Ghar :es60:e. 5:0 sesicesincesecees 3.00 
SPECIAL COMBINATION OFFERS. 
MME Re We rhe sso. 05670: 10 esa: srt roto a 010g) asa ese ovsteiersieieselaie: Windisie's-aiei ls $3.00 
MG cmE DNR i atcearre 0: ata ccs vs oits citin, ciate Tale & ios ds erate eva csio’sarereye eleiniele/dialel niais wale 2.00 
MN a Gee vison aleio so caso Tod a acciniy siasine Uisiad win aw bicie wierd si Gene oe 2.00 
RA Re Ceri Noe av ios vicodin oiiwins ciecataoitle) acevo dieiovsier siti ejniejsig OO aie sin ore 5.00 
Our address: The Field Afar Office, Maryknoll, Ossining P. O., N. Y. 


MAKE IT 














St. Michael’s Calendar for 1916 
has come to us from the Society 
of the Divine Word, Techny, IIl. 
It is published in English or Ger- 
man. The price is twenty cents. 





5cts.aset (16 subjects). 


Prayer Prints } 25 cts. a hundred. 





LEASE remember 


prayers the souls of: 
Rev. P. Compagnon Mr. Biggy 
Francis P. Duffy Mrs. Biggy 
Ellen Nolan Katherine O’Neil 
Patrick Walsh Mrs. Alice Reardon 
Margaret McFadden John E. Farrell 


in your 


John Kearney Edward Fogarty 
Mrs. P. Kelliher Mrs. Mary McCarthy 
Mrs. M. Hall Mrs. Rickert 


THE ANNUITY IDEA. 

A word to you who would have the 
Foreign Mission Seminary benefit after 
your death by your present thought- 
fulness. 

Suppose you desire to leave to us a 
certain sum, which is now lying in a 
savings bank, or elsewhere, and draw- 
ing interest which you need. 

We are in a position to accept your 
gift now, agreeing to turn over the in- 
come to you during your lifetime. 






































Less than fifty cents a week cover- 
ing a period of two years will make 
you one of our Perpetual Associates. 
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You have been good to 
me in 1915 and have kept 
my craw filled without 
giving me any distress. 
Please continue your 
kindly offices for 1916 and 
remember that I am grow- 
ing. Yours with every 
good wish, 

Mary Knoll, 








MARYKNOLL LAND FOR SALE. 
Total area at Maryknoll, 4,450,000 ft. 
i to Dec. 

a. - 2,323,610 “ 
Held for purchase 
one cent a foot, 
Send for a land-slip. 


t 
2,126,390 “ 





Write for a mite box and let the 
family gather gradually for each of 
its departed, a Perpetual Memorial 
Associate Membership. 


Says the current Catholic Book Notes, 
of London: “ Mitchell’s Jail Journal has 
always had the position of a revolution- 
ary classic, owing to the sentiments it 
expresses and its excellent English, but 
it may be doubted whether English folk 
know much of the book.” But compe- 
tent English critics have acknowledged 
it as about the best-done thing in its line 
in the English or, indeed, in any _lan- 
guage. The Jail Journal, as well as 
Mitchell’s other book, The Last Conquest 
of Ireland, which Dillon calls Mitchell’s 
most finished work, though for many 
years out of print, may now be had at 
thirty cents, post free, from Rev. M. 
Maloney, Mendota, Minn. 





THE MISSION HELPERS OF 
THE SACRED HEART 


416 W. Biddle Street 
Baltimore, Md. 

A Congregation of Home Mission- 
ary Sisters. Send them your ad- 
dress for their new Review and 
information as to how you may co- 
operate in their work and enjoy 
special privileges. 





PURE ALTAR WINES. 


Made at the Beaulieu Vineyard & St. Joseph’s 
Agricultural Institute, Rutherford, Cal., under 
the supervision of Rev. D. O. Crowley, ap- 
pointed for this purpose by His Grace, the Most 
Rev. Archbishop of San Francisco. 


New York Branch, 61 E. 9th St. 











THOS. J. FLYNN & CO. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
Catholic Church Goods 
and Religious Articles 
The latest Catholic publications on hand. 
62 and 64 ESSEX ST., BOSTON. 
Special Boston Agency for THE FIELD AFAR and 


all publications of the Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America. 








If the Annuity idea appeals to you, 
note the paragraph on the preceding 
page. 

If Theophane Vénard, the Blessed, 
is known in your school, why not place 
his statue where it will continue the 
inspiration of this young martyr’s life? 

Here ts a present for the class to 
give “Sister” and it will cost only 
about three dollars, packed and de- 
livered. 





Our mite box reaches you flat, 
ready to be folded and set up. If 
properly treated, it gradually evolves 
into a U. S. greenback, a bank check 
or a postal money-order. Keep one 
of these boxes on your mantel. 


SACRED HEART ACADEMY 
WATERTOWN, MASS. 


Conducted by the Dominican Sisters. 
Affiliated with the Catholic University 
of America. 

An ideal Boarding and Day School for Girls. Col- 
lege and Normal Preparatory Courses. Commercial 
and Grammar Departments, Music, Art, Elocution, etc., 
in charge of Specialists. Excellent location. Charming 

environment. 


The School for Your Daughter 








BOSTON ACADEMY OF NOTRE 
DAME. —A Select Day School for Young Ladies. 
Founded in 1853 and chartered by the State Legisla- 
ture in 1865. It is conducted by the Sisters of Notre 
Dame (Namur) and is situated on Berkeley Street, 
south of Boylston, which renders it easy of access by 
electric cars from all parts of the city and suburbs. 
Address : SISTER SUPERIOR. 


P. H. HORAN 
Patentee and Manufacturer 
Altar-Bread Baking Ovens and Cutters 
Factory—634 Harrison Ave. 
Boston, Mass. 








If you are interested in the spread of Catholic Liter- 
ature write for a Catalogue and list of Good Books. 


The Paulist Press 
The Paulist Fathers’ Publishing House 
120-122 West 6oth Street New York. 





Boston’s New Catholic Bookstore and 
Church Goods House 
EVERYTHING FOR THE 
Church, School, Convent, and Catholic Home 
MATTHEW F. SHEEHAN CO. 

17-19 Beach Street, Boston Telephone, 778 Oxford 








Affiliated to the Catholic 


MARYCLIF University of America 


A Select College-Preparatory Boarding and Day 
School for Girls. Under the patronage of His 
Eminence, Cardinal O’Connell. Ideal location. 
Half hour from Boston. Private Rooms. French, 
Italian, German, Spanish. For terms address: 
Mother Superior, “MARYCLIFF,” Arlington 
Heights, Mass. 














1809 1915 
SAINT JOSEPH’S COLLEGE AND 
ACADEMY 


EMMITSBURG, MARYLAND 


Conducted by the Sisters of Charity of Saint Vincent 
de Paul. Courses: ical, Literary, Commercial, 
Domestic Science, Music, Art. Course in Pedagogy 
open to Senior and Junior Students. Free Catalogue. 


1808 1915 


MOUNT SAINT MARY’S COLLEGE 
AND ECCLESIASTICAL SEMINARY 


EMMITSBURG, MARYLAND 
Conducted by Secular Clergymen, aided by Lay Pro- 
fessors—Classical, Scientific, Commercial Courses— 
Separate Department for Young Boys. Catalogue 
upon request. Address, 

Rt. REV. Monsignor B. J. BRADLEY, LL. D., 
President. 








ST. JOHN’S PREPARATORY COL- 

LEGE, DANVERS, Mass.—For Boarding and 

Day Students. Conducted by the Xaverian Brothers, 

with the approval of the Most Rev. Archbishop. Aca- 
demic, Commercial, and Preparatory Courses. 

BROTHER DIRECTOR, Danvers, Mass. 


MT. SAINT JOSEPH ACADEMY, 


BRIGHTON, MASS.—Boarding and Day School 
for Young Ladies. 
Courses offered include preparation for College, 
Normal School, and Commercial Pursuits. For further 
particulars apply to SISTER SUPERIOR. 


ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME, 

LOWELL, MASS.—For Resident and Day Pupils, 
conducted by the Sisters of Notre Dame (Namur). 
Founded in 1852. The Academic Department offers 
two courses—the General and the College Preparatory. 
For further particulars address SISTER SUPERIOR. 


TRINITY COLLEGE, WASHING- 
TON, D. C.—A Catholic Institution for the 
Higher Education of Women. 
Conducted by the Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. 
For particulars address THE SECRETARY of the 
College. 


T8E ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME, 
ROXBURY. MASS.—Conducted by Sisters of 

Notre Dame of Namur. A Select Boarding School for 

Girls. Primary, Intermediate and Academic Depart- 

ments. Special facilities for the study of Music 

and Art. 

Aims :—Physical Health ; Solid Knowledge ; Cultured 

















WASHINGTON PRESS 


JOHN D. O'CONNOR 


PRINTING 
242 DOVER STREET 


Boston, Mass. 








; Thorough Moral and Religious Training. 
Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR. 








THE 
W. J. FEELEY COMPANY 


EcclesiasticalArtMetal W orkers 
GOLD, SILVER AND BRASS 
MEDALISTS 
PROVIDENCE, R. I., and 
347 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 























